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"Pnazron in the Sude. 
| Dramatick Entertainment of Walking , 
in 1 Serious and Fooliſh Characters: : 6. 
Interlarded with 
Mer, Groteſque, Comick Interludes, 

CAEL'D, © 1 
HARLEQUIN A Prcx-Pocker. © 4 


As it is Perform'd at the . | l 
New Theatre in the Hay-Market. „„ | 


Being ( tis hop'd ) the laſt Entertainment that will 
ever be exhibited on any Stage. 


Invented by the-Ingenious : pe | '1 
MONSIEUR $#4Ns REPRIE -: | þ 
The Muſick compos d by the Harmonious 1 
$IGNIOR WARBLERINIT. | 
And che 8 painted by the 3 


MYNHEER VANBOT EET. 
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Printed for J. War rs at the printing- Office i in 
. Wi Id-Court near Lincoln s-Inn Fields. 
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Mr. FOHN LUN, 


Vulgarly calld EsQuirs. 


ST R, 


EH H O' Paſquin has put Dedications | in ſo 
8 5 ridiculous a Light, that Patrons may, 
0 . perhaps, pay ſome Shame for the future 
for reading their own Praiſes; yet, 1 
hope you will not begin to be affected with ſo trou- 
pleſome a Paſſion, when I tell you, I know no 
Man in England to whom I can fo properly dedi- 
ate the following Pages as yourſelf. 
It is to You, Sir, we owe (if not the Invention) 
at leaſt the bringing into a Faſhion, that ſort of 
riting which you have pleaſ-4 to diſtinguiſh by 
the Name of Entertainment. Your Succeſs herein 
whether owing to your Heels or your Head; I 
ill not determine) ſufficiently entitles you to all 
Reſpect from the inferior Dablers in Things of 
his Nature, 


A i | But, 


/ 5 


"DEDICATION. 


But, Sir, I have farther Obligations to you than 
| the Succeſs, whatever it be, which this little Farce 
may meet with, can lay on me. It was to a Play 
judiciouſly brought on by you in the May-Month, 
to which I owe the Original Hint, as I have al- 
ways own'd, of the contraſted Poets, and two or 
three other Particulars, which have received great 
Applauſe on the Stage. Nor am I leſs obliged to 
you for diſcovering in my imperfect Performance 


the Strokes of an Author, any of whoſe Wit, iff 


J have preſerved entire, I ſhall think it my chief 
Merit to the Town. Tho' I cannot enough cure 
myſelf of Selfiſhneſs, while I meddle in Dramatick 
Writings, to profeſs a Sorrow that One of ſo ſupe- 
rior a Genius is led, by his better Senſe and bet. 
ter Fortune, to more profitable Studies than the 
Stage. How far you have contributed to this, | 
will not preſume to determine. Farther, as Pa- 
quin has proved of greater Advantage to me, tha 
it could have been at any other Play-Houſe, under 
their preſent Regulations, I am oblig'd to you for 
the Indifference you ſhew'd at my Propoſal to yo 
of bringing a Play on your Stage this Winter, 
which immediately determin'd me againſt any fur 
ther purſuing that Project ; for as I never yet yield 
ed to any mean ſubſervient Solicitations of thi 
Great Men in real Life, I could by no means pre 
vail on myſelf to play an Under-part in that Dry 
matick Entertainment of Greatneſs, which you art 
pleaſed to divert yourſelf with in Private, anc 
which, was you to exhibit it in Publick, might 
pro 
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than prove as profitable to you, and as ; diverting A Pan- 
Parcel tomime to the Town, as any you have hitherto fa- 
Play your'd us with, 

I am, moreover, much oblig'd to you for that 
Satire on Paſquin, which you was ſo kind to bring 
on your Stage ; and here I declare ( whatever Peo- 


T\ 
. 


own mere Goodneſs, without any Reward or So- 
licitation from me. I own it was a ſenſible Plea- 
- ſure to me to obſerve the Town, which had before 
been ſo favourable to Paſquin at his own Houle, 
confirming that Applauſe, by thoroughly condemn- 
ing the Satire on him at Vours. 

Whether this was written by your Ce 


fion; I will not venture to decide. I believe every 
impartial honeſt Man will conclude, that either 
© hays me under the fame Obligation to you, and 
| juſtly intitles you to this Dedication. Indeed I 


have too ſtrong a Head ever to meddle with Com- 
mon-Senſe, eſpecially ſince you have found the way 
ſo well to ſucceed without her, and you are too 
great and good a Manager, to keep a needleſs 
| Supernumerary in your Houſe. 

I ſuppoſe you will here expect ſomething in the 
Dedicatory Style on your Perſon and your Accom- 
pliſhments : But why ſhould I entertain the Town 
with a Recital of your particular Perfections, when 
they may ſee your whole Merit all at once, when- 

ever you condeſcend to perform the Harlequin ? 


—— — — — 


ple may think to the contrary) you did it of your 


or your Aſſiſtance, or only Acted by your Permiſ- 


am inclin'd to believe the latter; for J fanſy you 


Hows- | 


However, I ſhall beg Leave to mention here (I ſo- 
lemnly proteſt, without the leaſt Deſign of Flat- 
tery) your adequate Behaviour in that great Sta- 
tion to which you was born, your great Judgment 
in Plays and Players, too well known to be here! 
expatiated on; your Generoſity, in diverting the 
whole Kingdom with your Race-Horſes at the P 
Expence, I might almoſt ſay, of more than your 75 
Purſe. To ſay nothing of your Wit, and other 4 
Perfections, I muſt force myſelf to add, tho 1 wit 
know every Man will be pleas'd with it but your- Þþ tcl; 
ſelf, That the Perſon who has the Honour to know Apc 
your very inmoſt Thoughts beſt, is the moſt ſen- 
| ſible of your great Endowments. 
But, Sir, while I am pleaſing myſelf, and I be- F 
lieve the World, I am, I fear, offending you; II both 
ill therefore deſiſt, tho' I can affirm, what few Þ Ho: 
edicators can, that I can, and perhaps may, fay | 
much more ; and only aſſure you that I am, with Þ, 
the Sincerity of moſt of the foregoing Lines, f » 


Your moſt Obedient, 


and moſt humble Servant, . 


PAS UIN. 


The ARGUM EN T. 

HAETON was the Hon of Phcebus, 
and Clymene a Grecian Oyfter-Wench. 
The Pariſh-Boys would often upbraid him 


with the Infamy of his Mother Clymene, 


telling him, ſhe reported him to be Son of 


Apollo, only to cover her Adultery with 4 
Herjeant of the Foot-Guards. He complains 
10 Clymene of the Afront put upon them 
both. She adviſes him to go to the Round- 
| Houſe ( the Temple of his Father ) and there 
he reſolved from his own Mouth of the Truth 
F his Hire; bidding him at the ſame time 
beg ſome indubitable Mark, that ſhould con- 
(vince the World that his Mother was a vir- 
tuous Woman, and I hore to Phœbus. He 
goes to the ſaid Round-Houſe, where Apollo 
grants his Requeſt, and gives him the 
Guidance of his Lanthorn for a Day. The 


Youth falling aſleep, was tumbled out of the 
I heelbarrow, and what became f him I 
ould never learn, 


Dra- 
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"DRAMATIS PERSONA. 
Machine, the Compoſer, Mr. Roberts, 


Fuſtian, an Author, Mr. Lacy. 
Sneerwell, a Critick, Mr. Machen 
Prompter, Mr. Turner. 
Clymene, | Mrs. Charke. 
* 1 — da Mr. F — 
1 Old Phaeton, Mr. To 
| Young Phaeton, Mr. Boothb 7 
Aurora, Mrs. Egert 4 ; 
"gh Maid, Miſs Tones is 
. Miſs Bur ef: 
Genius of Gin ö 2 
Juſtice, 1 5 Mr. 9 ; 3 1 
Juſtice s Clerk, Mon/. Caſtiglione. | : 
Managers, | a 2 reeman. N 
. | r. L urner. 1 
Stars, | Sherwin: : 
8 | 5 ;/s Ferguſon. : 
: os, 1 Beaumaunt. 2 
2 Countryman Mr: . 5 
3 "og ons Mr. Collerd. 5 
2 Rake, Tok Mr 1 : 'þ'S 
12 1 
| is. 
4 Rake, Mr. Phenix. 
Chairmen, 1 F 
Piſtol, _ is is <a 1 
Tragedy King, Mr: Pats. | ai 
School-Miſtreſs, _— Egerton | — 
Tragedy Queen, Miſs Jones. | * 
. | 55 Mr. Smith. | 
Watchmen, | Mr. Lowder. of 
Mr. Collerd. Wit 
Mr. Chapman: | 


Conſtables, Watch, Fidlers, Lanth 
Whores, kee. ke. de 1 
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TUMBLE-DOWN DICK: 
O R, 


PHAETON i the Suds. 


Prompter, Fuſtian, Sneerwell, and Machine, 
nt. 1 5 | 


PROMPTER, 


YR. Fuſtian, I hope the Tragedy is over, for 
Mr. Machine is juſt come, and we muſt 
practiſe the Entertainment. - 
Fut. Sir, my Tragedy is done; but you 

need not be in ſuch Haſte about your En- 
tertainment, for you will not want it this Seaſon. . 

Promp. That, Sir, I don't know; but we dare not 
diſoblige Mr. Machine, for fear he ſhou'd go to the 
other Houſe. 

Sneer. Dr. Fuſtian, do let us ſtay and ſee the Practice. 

Fuſt. And can you bear, after ſuch a luſcious Meal 
of Tragedy as you have had, to put away the Taſte 
with ſuch an inſipid Deſert ? 

Sneer. It will divert me a different way. I can 
o, admire the Sublime which I have en in the Tragedy, 
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1 laugh at the Ridiculous which I expect in the En- 


Ele- down Dick; or, 


tertainment. . 

Fuſt. You ſhall laugh by yourſelf then. . 
Sneer. Nay, dear Fuſtian, I beg you wou'd ſtay 
me, for I believe I can ſerve you; I will carry you to 
Dinner in a large Company, where you may diſpoſe of 

fome Tickets. 

Fuft. Sir, I can deny you nothing. — Ay, I have 
a few Tickets in my Pockets. 

[ Pulls out a vaſt Quantity of Paper. 

Mach. Gentlemen, I muſt beg you to clear the Stage 
intirely ; for in things of this ſerious Nature, if we do 
not comply with the exacteſt Decency, the Audience 
will be very juſtly offended. 

Fuſt. Things of a ſerious Nature! Oh the Devil! 

Mach. Harkye, Prompter, who is that Figure there? 

Promp. That, Sir, is Mr. Fuſtian, Author of the New 


Traged agedy- 
Oh! | nr him, I ſmoke him. But, Mr. 


Prompter, I muſt inſiſt that you cut out a great deal 
of Othello, if my Pantomine is perform'd with it, or 


the Audience wil be pall'd before the Entertainment 
begins. 


Promp. We'll cut out the Fifth AR, Sir, if you 


pleaſe. 


Mach. Sir, that's not enough, Pl have the Firſt cut 
out too. 
Fuſt. Death and the Devil! Can I den dd 3 Shall 


_ Shakeſpear be mangled to introduce this Trumpery ? 


Promp. Sir, this Gentleman brings more Money to 
the Houſe, than all the Poets put together. 

Mach. Pugh, pugh, Shakeſpear ! ——— Come, let 
down the Curtain, and play away the Overture. — 


Frompter, to your Poſt. 


| [The Curtain drawn NES Sr Phaeton leaning 
againſt the Scene. e 5 


En- 


wg 
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PHatTON n the Suds. 3 
S c E N E, A Cobler's Stall. 
Enter Clymene. 


ſe of 


1ave | 


Sneer. Pray, Sir, who are theſe extraordinary Figures? 


and the Eady is Clymene; or Chymene, as they call her 
in Drury-Lane. This Scene, Sir, is in the true Alter- 
cative, or 33 * of the Ancients. Come, 
Madam, begin. 1 5 5 
Chm. You lazy, louſy Raſcal, is't well done, 
That you, the Heir apparent of the Sun, 
Stand with your Arms before you, like a Lout, 4 
When your great Father has two Hours ſet out, 0 
And bears his Lanthorn all the World about? 
Pbae. Oh Mother, Mother! think you it ſounds well, 
That the Sun's Son in Cobler's Stall ſhou'd dwell ? 
Think you it does not on my Soul encroach, 
To walk on Foot while Father keeps a Coach? 
If he ſhou'd ſhine into the Stall, d'ye think, 
Jo ſee me mending Shoes, he wou d not wink ? 
” Beſides, by all the Pariſh-Boys I'm flamm'd, 
Lou the Sun's Son ! You Raſcal, you be damn'd ! 


; Clym. And doſt thou, Blockhead, then make all this | 


| Noiſe, 

| Becauſe you're fleer*d at by the Pariſh- Boys ? 

When, Sirrah, you may know the Mob will dare 
Sometimes to ſcorn, and hiſs at my Lord-Mayor. 75 


AIR I. Gilliflower gentle Roſemary. 


Phae. 2 Mother, this Story will never go down, | 
*Twill ne er be believ'd by the Boys of the Torn; 
*Tis true what you ſwore, 
Pm the Son of a Whore, | 
They all believe That, but believe nothing more. 


Iv OST — 


Mach. He, leaning againſt the Scene, is Phaeton; 


B 2 15 Cly. 
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1 | / «aj " Tumble- down Dick; or, 


cy. You Raſcal, who dare your Mama thus to doubt, 


Come along to the Fuſtice, and he'll make it out; 
He knows very well, 


When you firſt made me ſewell, 


That I ſwore *twas the Sun that had ſhin'd in 1 


Cell. 


Phae. O Mother, Mother, I muſt ever grieve s 
Can I the Juſtice, if not you, believe ? 
Tf to your Oath no Credit I afford, 
Do you believe I'Il take his Worſhip s Word ? 


Cy. Go to the Watch-houſe, where your F atherfÞ | 


bright | 
That Lanthorn keeps which gives the World its Light; 
Whence allying, he does the Day's Gates unlock, 


what's o Clock. 
Phae. With Joy I go; and ere two Days are run, 


Walks thro' the World's great Streets, and ell Folk: | 


Pl know if I am my own Father's Son. [Exit 


Cly. Go, clear my Fame, for greater *tis in Life 
To be a great Man's Whore, than poor Man's Wife, 
If you are rich, your Vices Men adore, 

But hate and corn your Virtues, if you're poor. 


AIR II. Pierot Tune. 


Great Courtiers Palaces contain, 
Poor Courtiers fear a Goal ; 
Great Parſms riot in Champaign, 

Poor Parſons fot in Ale; 
Great Whores in Coaches gang, 
Smaller Miſſes, 
For their Kiſſes, 
Are in Bridewell bang'd; 
. Whilſt in vogue 
L.ives the great Rogue, 
Small Rogues are by Dozens bang . Exit. 


[The Scene draws, and diſcovers the Sun in a gre! 
Chair in the Round-houſe, attended by Watchmen. 
Enter 


* 
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PHAETON in the Suds. 5 ; 


Enter Phaeton. 


Sneer. Pray, Sir, what is this Scene to repreſent ? ? 

Mach. Sir, this 1s the Palace of the Sun. | 

Fuſt. It looks as like the Round-houſe as ever I ſaw 
any thing. 

Mach. Yes, Sir, the Sun is introduced in the Cha- 
racter of a Watchman ; and that Lanthorn there repre- 
ſents his Chariot. 

A Fuſt. The Devil it does! 


ether | Mach. Yes Sir, it does, and as like the Chariot of the 

= if Sun it 5 as ever you ſaw any thing on any Stage. 
cht: Fut. I can't help thinking this a properer Repreſen- 
5 tation of the Moon, than the Sun. 
Folk, Seer. Perhaps the Scene lies in the Antipodes, where 

[the Sun riſes at Midnight. 

„ | Mach. Sir, the Scene lies in Ovid's Metamorphoſos; 
Ex and ſo, pray Sir, don't ask any more Queſtions, ſor 


; things of this Nature are above Criticiſm. 

3 P)pae. What do I ſce? What Beams of Candlelight 
= Break from that Lanthorn, and put out my Sight ? 
Phz6b. O little Phacy ! pr'ythec tell me why 

Thou tak'ſt this Ev'ning's Walk into the Sky? 

Phae. Father, if I may call thee by that Name, 

I come to clear my own and Mother's Fame; 

Io prove myſelf thy Baſtard, her thy Miſs. 

1 Pbæb. Come hither firſt, and give me, Boy, a Kiſs. 

|| [ Kiſſes him. 

1 Now you ſhall ſee a Dance, and that will ſhow, 

1 We lead as merry Lives as Folks below. 

1 [4 Dance of Watchmen. 


Phae. Father, the Thane has very well been done, 
But yet that does not prove I am your Son. 


$1 l Fuſt. Upon my Word, I think Mr. Phaeton is very 
Exit. much in the right on't; and 1 wou'd be glad to know, 

j Sir, why this Dance was introduc'd. — 
great | Mach, Why, Sir? why as all Dances are dne d, | 
nen. for the fake of the Dance. Beſides, Sir, wou'd it not | 


loox 


——— may cn” 


6  Tumble-down Dich; or, 


look very unnatural in Phebus to give his Son no Enter- 
tainment after ſo long an Abſence? Go on, go on. 
| Phzeb. Thou art fo like me, ſure thou muſt be mine; 
I ſhou'd be glad if you wou'd ſtay and Dine 
Pl! give my Bond, whate'er you ask, to grant; 
I will, by G9 7 an Oath which break I can't. 
Phae. Then let me, ſince that Vow muſt ne'er be broke, 
Carry, one Day, that Lanthorn for a Joke. 
 Phab, Raſh was my Promiſe, which I now muſt keep; 
But Oh! take care you do not fall aſleep. 
Phae. If I ſucceed, I ſhall no Scandal rue; 
If I ſhou'd ſleep, tis what moſt Watchmen do. 
= I Exit Phaeton. 
11 Pheb. No more. Set out, and walk around the Skies ; 
s My Watch informs me it is Time to riſe. | [Exit. 
Mach. Now for the Comic, Sir. | 
Fuſt. Why, what the Devil has this been? 
Mach. This has been the Serious, Sir. — the Sublime. 
The Serious in an Entertainment, anſwers to the Sublime 
in Writing. Come, are all the Rakes and Whores 
ready at King's Coffee-Houſe ? 
Promp. They are ready, Sir. 
Mach. Then draw che Scene. Pray, let the Carpen- 
ters take care that all the Scenes be drawn in exact 
Time and Tune, that I may have no Bungling in the 
Tricks; for a Trick is no Trick, if not perform'd with 
great Dexterity. Mr. Fuſtian, in Tragedies and Co- 
medies, and ſuch ſort of things, the Audiences will 
make great Allowances; but they expect more from 
an Entertainment; here, if the leaſt ching be out of 
Order, they never paſs it by. 
Fuſt. Very true, Sir, Tragedies do not depend ſo 
much upon the Carpenter as you do. 
Mach. Come, draw the Scene. 


[The Scene draws, and diſcovers ſeveral Men and Mu- 
men drinking in King's Coffee-Houſe. They riſe and 
dance. The Dance ended, ſing the following Song. 
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PHAartToON zn the Sud. 


ATR m. o Londen is 3 fine Tomn. 


1 Rake. O Gin, at length, is putting down, 
- And lis the more the Pity ; 
Petition for it all the Town, 
| Petition all the City. 


f 0 Chorus. O Gin, Se. 1 
Cj 1 Rake, *Twas Gin that made Train-Bands ſo ſtout, 


To whom each Caſtle yields; 
This made them march the Town about, 
And take all Tuttle-Fields. 
Chorus. O Gin, Sc. 


Rake. *Tis Gin, as all our Neighbours know, 
\ Has ſerv'd our Army too; 

This makes them make ſo fine a Show, ; 
| A. Hide-Park at Review. 15 
WW ‚ | | 


1 Rake, But what ] hope will change your Notes, 
And make your Anger ſleep ; 
Confider, none can bribe his Votes 
With Liquor half ſo cheap. 
Chorus. O Gin, c. 


Faſt. 1 ſuppoſe, Sir, you took a Cup of Gin to in- 
ſpire you to write this fine Song. 1 


[During the Song, Harlequin enters, and picks Pock- 

. 8 A Poet's Pocket is pick'd of his Play, which, 

as he was going to pawn for the Reckoning, he miſſes. 

| Harlequin is diſcover'd; Conſtables and _ oy 
fetch 


——— — wh > Re 
— — — 


3 Tumble- dum Dick; o 

f teetob'd in; the Watchmen walking in their Sleep; 
they bind him in Chains, confine him in the Cellar, 
and leave him alone. The Genius of Gin riſes out 
of a Tub. : | 


Gen. Take, Harlequin, this Magick Wand, - 
All things ſhall yield to thy Command : 
Whether you wou'd appear Incog, 
In Shape of Monkey, Cat, or Dog ; 
Or elſe to ſhew your Wit, transform 
Your Miſtreſs to a Butter-Churn ; 
Or elſe, what no Magician can, 
Into a Wheel-barrow turn a Man; 
And pleaſe the Gentry above Stairs, 1 
By ſweetly crying, Mellow-Pears. 
Thou ſhalt make Jeſts without a Head, 
And judge of Plays thou canſt not read. 
Whores and Race-Horſes ſhall be thine, 
Champaign ſhall be thy only Wine; 
While the beſt Poet, and beſt Player, 
Shall both be forc'd to feed on Air; 
Gin's Genius all theſe things reveals, 
Thou ſhalt perform, by ſlight of Heels. [ Exit Genius, 


[ Enter Conſtable and Watchmen. They take Harle- 
quin out, and the Scene changes to the Street; a 
Crowd before the Tuſtice's Houſe. Enter a Clerk in | 
the Character of Pierrot; they all go in. The Scene 

changes to the Fuſtice's Parlour, and diſcovers the 
Juſtice learning to Spell of an old School- Miſtreſs. 


Fuſt. Pray, Sir, who are thoſe Characters? | 
Mach. Sir, that's a Juſtice of Peace; and the other 
is a School-Miſtreſs, teaching the Juſtice to Spell; for 
you muſt know, Sir, the Juſtice is a very ingenious . 
Man, and a very great Scholar, but happen'd to have 
the Misfortune in his Youth, never to learn to read. 


[Enter Harlequin in Cuſtody ; Columbine, Poet, &c. 
The Poet makes his Complaint to the Juſtice ;, the 
| — "Tn 


* 


— — 


"Fu. •mãůnůmW mw 77 the Suds. 9 


' Auſtice orders à Mittimus for Harlequin; Colum- 

| bine courts the Fuſtice to let Harlequin eſcape ; he 

* FN. grows fond of her, but will not comply till ſhe offers 

998 | Vim Money; he then acquits Harlequin, and com- 
mits the Poel. 


Fut. Pray how is this brought about, Sir ? 

Mach. How, Sir? why by Bribery. You know, 
Sir, or may know, that Ariſtotle, in his Book concern- 
1 ing Entertainments, has laid it down as a principal Rule, 
that Harlequin is always to eſcape; and Pl be judg'd 
by the whole World, if ever he eſcap'd in a more 

natural Manner. 


2 he Conſtable carries of the Peet; Harlequin Hils 
the Fuſtice a great Rap upon the Back and runs off; 
Columbine goes to follow ; Pierrot lays hold on her; 
the Juſtice being recover d of his Blow, ſeizes her, 
and carries her in. Pierrot /its down to learn to 

| Spell, and the Scene ſhuts. 

* [Scene the Street. Harlequin re-enters, conſidering 

how to regain Columbine, and bite the Fuſtice. 

—— Two Chairmen croſs the Stage with a China- Far, 

on a Horſe, directed to the Theatre-Royal in 

le- Drury-Lane. Harlequin gets into it, and is carry'd 
5 into the Juſtice s; the Scene changes to the Fuſtice's 

. Houſe ; Harlequin is brought in, in the Jar; the 

Ne 1 Juſtice, Pierrot, and Columbine enter; the Juſtice 

he i ; Y offers it as a Preſent to Columbine. 


Fuſt. Sir, Sir, here's a ſmall Error, I obſerve; ho w- 

| comes the Juſtice to attempt buying this Jar, as 1 ſup- 
ner | poſe you intend, when it's directed to the Theatre-Royal 
for | in Drury- Lane? 

1 Mack. Sir, Sir, here's no Error, I obſerve; for how 
we  fhou'd the Juſtice know that, when he can't _ 
+ Seer. Ay, there I think, Mr. Fuſtian, you muſt own 

1 yourſelf in the wrong. | 
. Fuſt. People that can't read, not to be brought 
the | upon the Stage, that's all. 

| C | Mile 
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[While the Juſtice and Chairmen are talking about the 
Jar, Harlequin tumbles down upon bim. The Ju- 
ſtice and Pierrot run off in a Fright, Columbine 
runs to Harlequin, who carries ber off. The Chair- 
men go out with the Jar. 


Sneer. Pray, Mr. Machine, how came that Jar not to 
be broke? 

Mach. Becauſe it was no Jar, Sir ; , I ſee you know 
very little of theſe Affairs. 


[Scene the Street. Harlequin and Columbine re- 
enter, purſu'd by the Fuſtice and his Clerk. 

[Scene changes to a Barber's Shop; he ſets Colum- 
bine down to ſhave her, blinds the Clerk with the 
Suds, and turns the Tuſtice into a Periwig-Block. 


Mach. There, Sir, there's Wit and Humour, and 
Transformation for you. 

Fuft. The Transformation is odd enough, indeed. 

Mach. Odd, Sir! What, the Juſtice into a Block ? 
No, Sir, not odd at all ; there never was a more natural 
and caly Transformation ; but don't interrupt us. Go 
on, go on. 


[7 be Clerk takes the Wig off the Black, puts it on, 
and admires himſelf ; Harlequin direets him to 
Powder it better, which: while he is doing, be 
throws him into the Trough, and ſhuts him down. 
Harlequin and Columbine go off. The Juſtice re- 
enters without his Wig ;, his Man calls to him out 
of the Trough, he takes him out, and they go off to- 
gether in Purſull of Harlequin. 


Mach. Thus ends, Sir, my Firſt Comic. Now, Sir, 
for my Second Serious, or Sublime, Come, draw the 
Scene, and dilcover Aurora, or the Morning, uſt going 
to break, and her Maid Ironing her Linnen. 

Aur. The Devil take the Wench, is't not a Shame 
You ſhou'd be lazy, and I bear the Blame ? SN 
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Make haſte, you Drone, for if I longer ſtay, 

The Sun will riſe before the Break of Day; 

Nor can I go till my clean Linnen's done: 

How will a dirty Morning look in June? 1 
Maid. Shifts, Madam, can't be dry'd before they're | 


You hi wear fewer, or more Changes get. 

Fuft. Pray Sir, in what Book of the Ancients do you 
find any mention of Aurora's Waſher-woman ? 

Mach. Don't trouble me with the Ancients, Sir; ; if 
ſhe's not in the Ancients, I have improv'd upon the 
Ancients, Sir, that's all. | 

Aur. Dare you to me in ſuch a Manner ſpeak ? 

The Morning is ſcarce fine three times a Week; 

But I can't ſtay, and as I am muſt break. [æExit. 

Maid. Break, and be hang'd; pleaſe Heav'n I'll give 
you Warning, 

Night wants a Maid, and ſo I'll leave the Morning. 


[ Ext. 
SCENE changes io an Open Country. 
Enter two Countrymen. 


x Country. Is it Day yet, Neighbour ? 
2 Country. Faith, Neighbour, I can't tell whether it 
| is or no. it is a curſed naſty Morning ; I wiſh we have 
not wet Weather. 


1 Country. It begins to grow a little lighter tho', now. 


[Aurora croſſes the Stage, with two or three Girls 
carrying Farthing Candles. 


Fuſt. Pray, Sir, what do thoſe Children repreſent ? 

Mach. Sir, thoſe Children are all Stars ; and you ſhall 
ſee preſently, as the Sun riſes the Candles will go out, 
which repreſents the diſappearing of the Stars. 

Fuſt. O the Devil! the Devil! 

Mach. Dear Sir, don't be angry. Why will you not 
allow me the ſame Latitude that is allow'd to all other 

Compoſers of Entertainments? Docs not a Dragon 
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deſcend from Hell in Doctor Fauſtus? And People go 
up to Hell in Pluto and Proſerpine ? Does not a Squib 
repreſent a Thunderbolt in the Rape of Proſerpine ? 
And what are all the Suns, Sir, that have ever ſhone 
upon the Stage, but Candles? And if they repreſent the 
Sun, I think they may very well repreſent the Stars. 
Fuſt. Sir, I ask your Pardon. But, Sir 
Mach. Pray Sir, be quiet, or the Candles will be gone 
out before they ſhou'd, and burn the Girls F. ingers 
before the Sun can riſe. 
I Country. I'll &en go ſaddle my Horſes. 
2 Country. Odſo! methinks tis woundy light all of a 
ſudden ; the Sun riſes deviliſh faſt to-day, methinks. 
I Country. Mayhap he's going a Fox-Hunting to-day, 
but he takes deviliſh large Leaps. 
2 Country, Leaps, quotha! I'cod he'll leap upon us, 
believe. Its woundy hot, the Skin is almoſt burnt off 
my Face; I warrant I'm as black as a Blackmoor. | 
[Phaeton falls, and * Lanthorn _ hovering in 
the Air. 


Enter 3d Countryman. 


3 Country. Oh Neighbours ! the World is at an End; 
call up the Parſon of the Pariſh ; I am but juſt got up 
from my Neighbour's Wife, and have not had time to 
ſay my Prayers ſince. 

Country. The World at an End! No, no, if this 
hot Weather continues we ſhall have Harveſt in 
Odſo, tho', tis damn'd hot! I'cod, I wiſh I had left 
my Cloaths at home. 

2 Country. S'bud, I fweat as if I had been at a hard 
Day's Work. 
1 Country. Oh, I'm ſcorch'd ! 

2 Country. Oh, I'm burnt ! ND 
3 Country. I'm on F we! [ Exeunt crying Fire. 


Neptune deſcends. 


Neps, I am the mighty Emperor of the Sea. ER 
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Fuſt. J am mighty glad you tell us fo, elſe we ſhould 
have taken you for the Emperor of the Air. 
Mach. Sir, he has been making a Viſit to Topitr 
Beſide, Sir, it is here introduced with great Beauty; 
for we may very naturally ſuppoſe, that the Sun being 
drove by Phaeton ſo near the Earth, had exhal'd all the 

Sea up into the Air. 
3 Fuſt. But methinks Neptune is odly dreſs'd for a 

od ? 

Mach. Sir, I muſt dreſs my Characters ſomewhat like 
, what People have ſeen; and as I preſume few of m 
Audience have been nearer the Sea than Graveſend, ſol 
dreſs'd him e'en like a Waterman. 

Sneer. So that he 1s more r the God of the 
Thames, than the God of the Sea. 

Mach. Pray let Mr. Neptune go on. 

Nept. Was it well done, Oh Jupiter whilſt I 
Paid you a civil Viſit in the Sky, 
To ſend your Sun my Waters to dry up, 
Nor leave my Fiſh one comfortable Sup? 

Mach. Come, Enter the Goddeſs of the Earth, and a 
Dancing-Maſter, and dance the White Joke. 


They E nter, and Dance. 


Nept. What, can the Earth with Frolicks thus in- 
ſpire 
=T'0 Dies. when al her Kingdom 1s on Fire ? 
Terra. Tho? all the Earth was one continual Smoke, 
*T would not prevent my Dancing the White Foke. 
 Sneer. Upon my Word, the Goddels 1 is a great Lover 
of Dancing. 
Mach. Come, Enter Jupiter with a pair of Bellows, 
and blow out the Candle of the Sun. 


Jupiter enters, as above, 


Terra. But hah ! great Jupiter has heard our Rout, 
And blown the Candle of the Sun quite out, 


Mach. 
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What ſhall I do to get another Son, 
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Mach. Come now Neptune and Terra, dance a Mi- 


nuet, by way of Thankſgiving. YO 
Fuſt. But pray how is Phaeton fall'n all this time? 
Mach. Why you ſaw him fall, did not you ? And 
there he lies; and I think it's the firſt time ] ever ſaw 
him fall upon any Stage. But I fanſy he has lain there 
ſo long, that he would be glad to get up again by this 
time; ſo pray draw the firit Flat over him. Come, 
Enter Clymene. * 


Enter Clymene. | 


Cy. Art thou, my Phaey, dead? O fooliſh Elf, 
To find your Father, and to loſe yourſelf, _ 


For now, alas! my Teeming-time is done ? 


AFR IV. 


Thus when the wretched Owl has found 
Her young Owls dead as Mice, 
O'er the ſad Spoil ſhe hovers round, 

And views em once or twice: 
Then to ſome hollow Tree ſhe flies, 
To hollow, hoot, and howl, 
all ev'ry Boy that paſſes, cries, 
The Devil's in the Owl! 


Mach. Come, Enter Old Phaeton. 
Fuft. Pray, Sir, who is Old Phaeton? for neither Ovid, * | 
nor Mr. Pritchard make any mention of him. 
Mach. Sir, he is the Husband of Chmene, and might 
have been the Father of Phaeton, if his Wife would have 
let him. 


Enter Old Phaeton. 


Old Phae. What is the Reaſon, Wife, thro' all the Town 
You publiſh me a Cuckold up and down? _ 
Is't not enough, as other Women do, 
To Cuckold me, but you muſt tell it too? 


Ch. 
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Cly. Good Cobler, do not thus indulge your Rugs, 
But, like your brighter Brethren of the Age, 
Think it enough your Betters do the Deed, 
| And that by Horning you I mend the Breed. | 
; 0 Old Phae. Madam, if Horns I on my Head mult 
| wear, | 
6 | ?Tis equal to me who ſhall graft them there. 
Ch. To London, go, thou out-of-faſhion Fool, 
And thou wilt learn in that great Cuckolds School, 
That every Man who wears the Marriage-Fetters, 
Is glad to be the Cuckold of his Betters ; 
7 Therefore, no longer at your Fate repine, 
| For in your Stall the Sun ſhall ever ſhine. 
Þ Old Phae. I had rather have burnt Candle all my 
18 Life, 
Than to the Sun have yielded up my Wife. 
hut ſince *tis paſt, I muſt my Fortune bear; 
Tiis well you did not do it with a Star. 
Ch. When Neighbours ſee the Sunſhine in your Stall, 
Your Fate will be the Envy of them all; 
And each poor clouded Man will wiſh the Sun 
Wou'd do to his Wife, what to your Wife h'as done. 
[ Exeunt Arm in Arm. 


Mach. There, Sir, is a Scene in Heroicks, between a 
Cobler. and his Wife; now you ſhall have a Scene in 
mere Proſe between ſeveral Gods. 

Fuft. J ſhould have thought it more natural for the 
Ex Gods to have talk*d in Heroicks, and the Cobler and his 
Wife in Proſe. 
˖ Mach. You think it would have been more e natural, ſo 
do I, and for that very Reaſon have avoided it; for the 


chief Beauty of an Entertainment, Sir, is to be unnatural, 
Come, where are the Gods ? 
Enter Jupiter, Neptune, and Phoebus. 
n 


up. Harkye, you Phebus, will you take up your 
Lanthorn, and ſet out, Sir, or no? For by SHK! III 4 
put ſomebody elſe in your Place, if you do not; I will il 
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not have the World left in Darkneſs becauſe you are out 
of Humour. 


Pheb. Have I not Renta; to be out of Humour, 


when you have deſtroy d my Favourite Child? 


Fup. *Twas your own Fault; u did you truſt him 


with your Lanthorn? 
Phæb. I had promis'd by Styx, an Oath which you 


know was not in my Power to break. 


Jup. I ſhall diſpute with you here no longer; ſo ei- 
ther take up your Lanthorn, and mind your Buſineſs, 
or I'll diſpoſe of it to ſomebody elſe. I would not 
have you think I want Suns, for there were two ver 


fine ones that ſhone together at Drury-Lane Play- 


Houſe; I myſelf faw em, for I was in the ſame Enter- 
tainment. 


Phzeb. I ſaw em too, but they were more like Moons 
than Suns; and as like any thing elſe, as either. You 


had better ſend for the Sun from Covent-Garden Houſe, 


there's a Sun that hatches an Egg there, and produces a 
TIT. | 

. Yes, I remember that ; but do you know what 
Animal laid that Egg? 

_ Pheab, Not I. 

Jup. Sir, that Egg was laid by an Aſs. 

Nept. Faith, that Sun of the Egg of an Aſs is a 
— prodigious Animal; I have often wonder'd how 
you came to give him ſo much Power over us, for he 
makes Gods and Devils dance Jigs together whenever he 
pleaſes. 

Fup. You muſt know, he is the Grand-child of my 
Daughter Fortune, by an Aſs; and at her Requeſt I 
ſettled all that Power upon him; but he plays ſuch 
damn'd Pranks with it, that I believe I ſhall ſhortly re- 
voke my Grant, He has turn'd all Nature topſy-turvy, 


and not content with that, in one of his Entertainments 


he was bringing all the Devils in Hell up to Heaven 


by a Machine, but I happen'd to perceive him, and ſtopt 


him by the way. 
Pheb. I wonder you did not damn him for it. 


ma * 
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Jiup. Sir, he has been damn'd a thouſand times over; 


but he values it not of a Ruſh; the Devils themſelves 
are afraid of him; he makes them ſing and dance when- 
ever he pleaſes. ' But come, tis time for you to ſet out. 


 Phab. Well, if I muſt, I muſt; and ſince you have 
deſtroy'd my Son, I muſt find out ſome handſome 


Wench, and get another. Exit. 


up. Come, Neptune, tis too late to Bed to go, 


What ſhall we do to paſs an Hour, or ſo? 
Mept. Eben what you plate, — Will you along with 


me, 


And. take a little Dip into the Sea? 


Jup. No, faith, tho' I've a Heat I want to quench, 
Dear Neptune, can'ſt thou find me out a Wench ? 


Nept. What ſay'ſt thou to Dame 'Thetis ? She's a 


Prude, 
But yet I Know, with Jupiter ſhe wou'd. 
up. I ne' er was more tranſported in my Life, 


While the Sun's out at work, I'll have his Wife; 


Neptune, this Service merits my Regard, 
For all great Men ſhou'd ſtill their — reward. 
[ Exeunt. 
Mach. Thus, Sir, ends my Second and laſt Serious ; 


and now for my Second Comick. Come, draw the 


Scene, and diſcover the two Play-Houſes Side by Side. 
Sneer. You have brought theſe two n in a 


very friendly manner together. 
Mach. Why ſhou'd they quarrel, Sir ? for you ob- 


ſerve, both their Doors are ſhut up. Came, Enter 


Tragedy King and Veen, to be hired. 


Enter Tragedy King and 7 a and knock at 
Covent-Garden Play-Houſe Door; the Manager 
comes out ; the Tragedy King repeats a Speech out 
of a Play; 3 the Manager and he quarrel about an 


Emphaſis. He knocks at Drury-Lane Door; the 


Manager enters, with his Man Piſtol bearing a 
Sack-Load of Players Articles. 


EE Put. 
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Fuſt. Pray, Sir, what is contain'd in that Sack? 

Mach. Sil in that Sack are contain d Articles for 
Players, from Ten Shillings a Week, and no Benefit, to 
Five Hundred a Year, and a Benefit clear. HEY 

Fuſe. Sir, I ſup ppok you intend this as a Joke; but 
I can't fee why a Player of our own Country, and in our 


own Language, ſhould not deſerve Five Hundred, ſooner 
than a ſawcy Halian Singer Twelve. 


Mach. Five Hundred a Year, Sir! | Why, Sir, for a 


little more Money I'll get you one of the beſt Harle- 


quins in France; and you'll [ce the Managers are of my 
Cn. 


[Enter H arlequn and Columbine. Both Managers 
run to em, and careſs em; and while they are 
bidding for em, enter a Dog in a Harlequin's 
Dreſe: ; they bid for him. Enter the Fuſtice and 
his Clerk; Harlequin and Columbine run off. 
Covent-Garden Manager runs away with the Dog 

in his Arms. The Scene changes to a Cart-load of 
Players. The Fuſtice pulls out the Att of the 12th 
of the Queen, and threatens to commit them as Va- 
grants; the Manager offers. the Juſtice Two Hun- 
dred a Year, if be will commence a Player ; the 
Juſtice accepts it, is turn'd into a Harlequin; he 


and his Clerk mount the Cart, and all fi ing the fol- 
roy. Chorus. 


C'H-O RU s 
AIR V. Abbot of Canterbury. 


You wonder, perhaps, at the Tricks of the Stage, 
Or that Pantomime Miracles take with the Age ; ; 


But if you examine Court, Country, and Town, 
There's nothing out Harlequin-Feats will go dern. 


Narr down, Sc. 
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Aud boaſts, like Knight-Errant, to ſerve Commonzveal ; 


All Shapes and Diſguiſes at Pleaſure puts on, 
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From Fleetſtreet to Limehouſe the City's his Range, 
He's a Saint in his Shop, and a Knave on the Change; 
At an Oath, or a Feſt, like a Cenſor hell frown, 
But a, _ or a Cheat Slip currently down. 
Derry down, Sc. 


In the Country he burns with a Politick Zeal, 


But once return d Member, he alters his Tone, 
For as long as he riſes, no matter who's down. 


Derry down, Sc. 


A Court, lis as hard to confine him as Air, 
Like a troubleſome Spirit, he's here, and he's there; 


And defies all the Nation to conjure him down. 
Derry down, Ec. 
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